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"Upland of the Winds/' It was terrifically squally
and bumpy, and my shoulders were beginning to ache
from battling with the controls. The Vimy was flying
very erratically, up and down and from side to side;
and owing to the necessity of keeping near the track
in order not to lose sight of it, I could not pass outside,
neither could I pass inside; neither could I cross over,
as one cannot see over the left-hand side, if one is sitting
on the right. I climbed over the top of him. I was
wondering all the time whether it was Mahon or Cox.

At L.G. L I was leading, and a little after we had
passed J, Phillips sent forward a note: "Vimy down."
In case he had the other half of the Mail I turned back
at once, and scanned the bare desert, darkened with
the storm. I nearly missed him as he was about-one
and a half miles south of the track. However, I flew
over to him and he lit a smoke candle, into the smoke
of which I landed, with a bad bounce, just six hours
after I had left Ramadi. As I flew over him I saw
his port propeller still revolving, and wondered why his
starboard one had stopped. When I landed and taxied
to him, "Valkyrie" rocked in the squall, which made
the control wheel rip over from side to side as the gusts
struck the ailerons, and nearly wrenched it out of my
hands. I then found the truth. Cox came over to
me with a face the length of the Mail Trip, and told
me the gears of his port engine had completely stripped,
and the gear casting had bulged out the radiator, which
was all that was holding it from falling completely off,
I quickly took over the rest of the Mail, gave him a
"bottle of whisky, and took 30 gallons of his petrol^
as we had such a headwind I was doubtful eren of
making L.G. D, which was 79 miles away. I started